6                 MARY STUART:         ACT i.

Just your own shapes, even all the man but speech,
As in a speckless mirror ; Tichborne, thou,
My nearest heait and brother next in deed,
Then Abington, there Salisbury, Tilney thue,
And Barnwell, with the brave bright liish eye
That burns with red remembrance of the blood
Seen drenching those green fields turned brown and

grey

Where fire can burn not faith out, nor the s\\ord
That hews the boughs off lop the rout there set
To spread in spite of axes.    Friends, take heed ;
These are not met for nothing here in show
Nor for poor piidc set forth and boastful heatt
To make dumb biag of the undone deed, and weai
The ghost and mockery of a crown unearned
Before their hands have wrought it foi their heads
Out of a golden danger, glorious doubt,
An act incomparable, by all time's* mouths
To be more blessed and cursed than all deeds done
In this swift fiery world of ours, that drives
On such hot wheels toward evil goals or good,
And desperate each as other; but that each,
Seeing here himself and knowing why here, may set
His whole heart's might on the instant work, and hence
Pass as a man rechristened, bathed anew
And swordlike tempered from the touch that turns
Dull iron to the two-edged fang of steel
Made keen as fire by water; so, I sayt
Let this dead likeness of you wrought with hands
Whereof ye wist not, working for mine end